the person living it, even when its offshoots are luxuriant.
So what you say is true. My sufferings are a fiction and may
be summarised as a few impulses of ill-temper, a few
melancholy moments which would undoubtedly have been
induced by far less tragic happenings. None the less, this;
fiction does testify to a serious and comprehensive act of
choice and may suffice to pledge me definitely. There are
people who suffer no more than I do from our calamities,
and yet sufficiently for them to feel obliged to risk their
lives.9

' Men are capable of dying for trifles. They may also risk
their lives for some quite insignificant point which happens
to appeal to their intelligence or sentiment in a cause that is
really beyond their grasp. That is what mostly happens, and
the risk run adds nothing, qualitatively speaking, to the lie
they tell themselves/

Michaud was about to protest, but Lolivier, announcing
that he had heard and talked enough bosh for the time being,
proceeded to crumble some more bread for the white mouse.